280
but compared with the anguish of Balzac, whom she was slowly killing by her vacillations, her woes do not deserve much sympathy.
At St. Petersburg, possibly during one of their walks on the quay, or on a cosy evening when the samovar was brought up at nine o'clock, and placed on the white table with yellowish lines— she  had  promised   Balzac   that  he   might  meet her  next year at  Dresden.    However, when she arrived there, and found herself in a circle of her own relations, who according to Balzac poisoned her mind against him,  she not only objected to his  presence, but,  in  her sudden fear of gossip, she  forbade  him to  write  to  her  again   during her stay in Dresden.    She sent off another letter almost at once, contradicting  her last command; but she would  not make  up  her mind whether Balzac might come to her  at  Dresden,  whether she would consent to meet him at Frankfort, or whether he should  prepare a house for her and Anna in Paris.     Balzac could settle to nothing. In order to work as he understood the word, it was necessary that he should exclude all outside disturbing influence, and hear only the voices of the world where  Le  Pere  Goriot, old  Grandet, La   Cousine    Bette,   and   their   fellows,   toiled, manoeuvred,   and   suffered.     How   could   he do this,  how could   he   even   arrange   his   business affairs, when a letter might  come by any post, telling him to start at once and meet his beloved one ?    Precious time   was   wasted,   never to bed in March, and finished with the words, " Si la
